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It was too cold in the Colorado winter to work in his garage. Betsy sat there, needing work on the calipers, but 
even with the propane heater the garage had an unpleasant chill that bit at his fingers. 


So James holed up in his office, ostentatiously working on band paperwork that he'd clawed back from Lars. It 
was dry work, foreign contacts and details of residual payments that left his eyes dry and brain numb. The 
new Ghost album played softly in the background. Prequelle lulled him away from work, and with a quick twist 
of the knob Cardinal Copia's voice soared over Fire's guitar licks. James was still getting into the new album, 
picking up new things hidden here and there in the tracks. 


His mind wandered as the album repeated again, the quiet strains of ‘Ashes’ almost inaudible. James saved and 
closed all of his work, pushing receipts aside for another day. He leaned back in the leather chair, resting his 
hands behind his neck and rocking to the rhythm as ‘Rats' came on. He liked the video Tobias-Copia clad in tight 
clothes and showing off enviably thin thighs as he danced. James shuffled in his chair. He'd managed to be 
professional around all the Papas and Ghouls. Tobias was waaay too young for him to even think about 
approaching that way, so he kept the fannish behavior to a minimum, content with a few smiles and a 


handshake. 


He meant to ask Dave Grohl how he managed to get into a Ghoul outfit and get on a few dates, but never got 
around to it yet. 


Instead his mind wandered. What if he was younger, or Tobias didn't care about his age? Obviously Toby was a 


fan, growing up on his music. Fans were always easier to manipulate into.. interesting situations. Not that he 


would do that to Fran. Hell no. He learned that lesson But he could imagine. That wasn't off limits. 


James opened up Office and waited for Word to load. It was his little dirty habit that no one knew about, lyrics, 
movie plot ideas, a comic series, small stories here and there. If he couldn't get Copia in reality he could have 


him fictionally, and while not being real he also wouldn't be rejected. 


The first sentence was always the worst. It set the scene for the whole piece. James’ fingers hung over the 
keys. Should this be set at a Ghost show? Maybe the hotel after? Bus? As much as he loved Papa Ill, Copia 
was new and enthralling, just begging for a little bit of discipline with that cocky attitude of his. 


A paragraph later James had the basics crammed into a dozen sentences. Why waste time when this was just 
going to be fantasy? He clicked away as the scene shaped and shifted in his head; occasionally going back to add 
small details or double check to make sure the scene was consistent. He was so engrossed in his writing he 
didn't notice the disk start over again until ‘Rats' played again. Those pants had been delicious on Tobias, the 
stage whites even better as he strutted and posed. James envisioned himself getting Copia alone and stripping 
that fabric slowly down his thighs, hands smoothing over pale flesh and fingers digging into a rounded ass. 


His phone rang and the scene broke, James looking away from the screen to find his discarded phone. It had to 
be Lars, no one else called him. Instead it was Fran, letting him know dinner was ready. Was it dinner time 
already? How had he only written three pages in five hours? He saved the file and tried to will away his 
erection. Easier said than done with visions of Tobias' naked torso twisting around his mind. James used 
washing his hands as an excuse to hit the toilet for a few minutes. Fran could hold the enchiladas for him. It 
was easier to get his erection to go away than it would have been to jack off quickly. Age brought its 
problems. Later tonight he could take care of things, if it came back up. With his story still playing out he 
worked on chewing his dinner. He had to be there for Fran, had to be present with his kids. Mindfulness was 


important. 


The thoughts of Ghost went on the backburner as he heard about school and kittens and how Fran's 
transplanted Manzanita was not faring well in the Colorado cold. It was mundane and he forced himself to focus. 
His mind drifted to visions of Tobias leaning against a wall of bus bunks, cock rising proudly as he wrapped a 


hand around the base and slowly jerked himself. 

"Honey?" Fran was looking at him as he held the empty fork over his platter. 

He quickly set the fork down. "Mind's just on some business. Don't know how Lars does it all" He wiped his 
hands on the paper napkin. "Was good honey, thanks." He must have eaten half of it on autopilot, one drenched 
enchilada sitting sadly by itself. He knew he should finish it, but couldn't muster up the interest. 


"How ‘bout you take tonight off? Shark Tank has a new episode on tonight.” 


James cringed. Not that it wasn't a good right spent with his wife, but he wanted to see his fantasy played 


out while it was fresh. "Think I'd better work out that paperwork while its all still in my head. Maybe a few 
more hours?" Fran frowned. "Then we can watch something on Netflix, ok?" It seemed to be enough to lift her 


mood, and she went about cleaning up from supper as James headed back to his office. 


He reread where he'd left off, trying to remember the intensity of the vision he had earlier, only to feel it 
slipping from his grasp. He typed out a paragraph and deleted it, knowing it was crap. He longed for the Tobias 
of his dreams, the sultry, sexy beast who tempted him and begged for more. After dinner Tobias was cranky 


and non-compliant, seemingly more intent on describing the various fabrics on the bus than presenting his ass. 


He groaned and rubbed his eyes. So much for jacking off before Fran put on some insipid romcom. He tried to 
picture Tobias in a compromising position and forced the words out his hands. He shifted his view to Copia and 
found it easier to write the fictional man he knew little about. His cock quickly hardened as he found his groove 


on the story again, words coming quickly as the tension built up and things got hot. 


James came into his hand as he thought about Copia riding on his cock, Copia's cheeks reddened from a 
through beating. He had to finish out the story though, quickly filling in some generic porn as he lost interest 
and noticed the time. Fran was waiting. But if he didn't finish the story he never would. So quickly he got both 
characters off and saved his work, fixing a few typos that Microsoft helpfully underlined. He logged into to his 
anonymous writers’ group and quickly posted his story, still needing the feedback to his surprisingly brittle ego. 


He clutched his phone in his hand, falling next to Fran on the couch and dipping into her popcorn bowl. Where 
had the time gone? She had Guardians of the Galaxy 2 pulled up and was obviously waiting for him. "Get your 
work done?" she asked as she relinquished the popcorn bucket. 


"Yeah," James nodded, feeling horrible at how easy he was able to lie. "Waiting on a few messages back. They'll 
trickle in all night long." His arm went around he shoulders and she leaned against him. Soon the feedback under 
his fake name would roll in, almost better than the orgasmic rush of writing itself. 


